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"Lizzie, 'm not sure how you got in here, but you're drunk. Inebriated. Sloshed. Swimmin' in gin. And you've 


gotta go." 


Blackie looked upon the heap of a body sitting on the veranda behind a large tropical plant with pity and a 


generous helping of amusement. 


Funny. They were in Sister not even five years ago, and here they were. 

Lawless had used his intellect, hard work and good ol' fashioned bloodied blade codepiece to get to the tip of 
everyone's tongues around town, hell the country really. THE Roy Thomas Baker even invited WASP. and a few 
other local moving and shaking bands to one of his usual debauched gatherings, complete with a stocked bar 


and more women than he could fit in his home dungeon. One of many fruits of success to be bitten into as the 


band's star rose from the gutter. 

Then there was Lizzie. He'd put on a few pounds since his days in the band, and some of the shiny new 
eagerness all the new ones had before being broken in had faded into a dim, watery expression as his gaze 
fluttered open and met Blackie's risen eyebrows. 


"What?" 


Blackie stepped back as he lurched forward abruptly and used both hands to try to stand. One still clutched a 
green glass bottle and inevitably slipped, landing Lizzie's face on the red painted concrete. Blackie waited for the 


PSA cliche to collect himself enough to ramble out a sentence. 


"Hey fuck you du-dude! You think you're hot..shit-" He realized that the remainder of his beer was leaking off 
the balcony as he awkwardly stood on his stacked heeled boots that he had most likely stolen from whatever 
ugly broad he was porking for a meal. Blackie sure didn't miss scraping the bottom of the barrel for pussy. 
"You think you're hot shit, huh? Well, I've got a message for you Lawless!” 

Dressed up, most likely drugged up partiers were giving them looks from inside and outside. For Chrissake.. 
"You can kill a WASP but you can't kill London! You'd go to jail, motherfucker!" 

Blackie shook his head and grabbed Lizzie's arm to lead him back inside towards the front door. He grumbled 
and thrashed around a bit until he tripped on God knows what and swung into a group of three women 
conversing. They all scowled up their shades of red lips and powdered noses as Blackie collected the heap. 

"Beg your pardon, ladies.” 

He grinned and the scowls relaxed into irritated but accepting smiles and glances. 

It's fine, Blackie. Rad show last night!" 

He would've stayed longer to chat up the redhead giving him the ol' eye and maybe coax her friends into an 
orgy with a sexual deviant, but no sooner had he opened his mouth with a reply did Lizzie start shouting over 
the din of conversation. 

"You don't have any underwear on you nasty whore!" 

Stares again turned to the root of the commotion and Blackie had the right mind to leave Lizzie on the floor to 
get stepped on or look up girls dresses or whatever, as long as he wasn't involved. Why had he bothered 


picking up the slop anyway? To be nice? 


Before he could chuckle at the absurdity of the situation-him, Lizzie, all these buttlickers and degenerates, the 


sooo fucking 10s porn interior design- a "Blackie!" came from near the bar. He turned from Lizzie crawling 


around on his hands and knees to the voice and couldn't suppress his huge smirk. 
"Motherfucking Nikki Sixx?" 


Look at that fucking prick. Standing over there in an exact copy of Blackie's outfit-leather jacket, black shirt, 
leather pants, black boots-except instead of the WASP logo, his shirt had Motley signage. Always the 
shameless self-promoter, talking big game even though he couldn't play a bass worth a damn. Still, he had his 
usual cocky stance-arms folded, feet square on the shag carpet-and an even cockier smirk. He could already 
hear his gloating. Too Fast is still doing phenomenal! Hey, how's your album going? Or is it? Hardy har har! 


As Blackie advanced he moved his gaze from Nikki to the group about him. Stephen Pearcy and Robbin Crosby 
from Ratt were peering over the crowds to see where he was, decked out in their Rat Pack resurrection garb. 


Who the fuck wears Oxfords to a Hollyweird party? 


And then, of course, there was Vince. Coquettish little thing, giving him a coy glance before pretending to be 
engrossed in his drink. If only he could pry Nikki's claws out of that fine ass so he could really show him a real 
beast in the sack. People-those rats included- always gossiped about the bruises and marks, some of the truly 
slow really believing that Vince drank too much and really did bump into things. Which he did, but how does one 
bump into a pole or the like and get huge reddish purple welts on their neck, like he was sporting that night? 
The edges of the blemish bloomed from beneath a studded dog collar, marking Nikki's territory against 
intruders like Blackie. No piece of leather was going to keep Blackie's gaze from roaming all over a piece of 
erotic art like Neil 


"Long time no see, Sixx!" He grabbed Nikki's extended hand and shook it vigorously, turning first to Stephen and 
Robbin to shake their hands to avoid at the first go round jealous suspicion 


"You saw me at the Rainbow and ignored me Tuesday motherfucker! But that's fine!" He took a swig of the 
Jack Daniels he'd brought-nothing but class- and nodded to Stephen and Robbin "Y'know them, right? Dean 
Martin and Frankie?" 


Laughter as Blackie shook Vince's hand last, grip tightening briefly to force Vince's gaze up to his. Cautious, as 
he should be. 
"| was just thinkin’ | would've pulled out the penguin suit | had known this was a fashion show. What do you 


guys call yourselves? Fashion rock?" 


Blackie was the only one who laughed this time, reminding him that all these self-righteous kids got sore 


whenever someone poked a little fun at them. Hey, their loss on some quality humor. 


"Ratt n roll, actually." Robbin corrected in a deep, polite tone, raising his glass a bit. "But you're definitely shock 
rock, through and through. | saw you setting the letters on fire the other night and it totally reminded me of 


Sixx setting himself on fire, crazy fuckhead" 

Nikki punched his friend and roommate's arm, grinning outside his usual smirk's bounds. 
"Damn straight I'm crazy!" 

"Hey now, you tellin’ people how | gave you that trick, eh Sixx?" 


Neither Blackie nor Nikki caught Vince's not-so-subtle eyeroll between their glare and leer, unaware of how 
fucking boring a fight was with no blood. The older man did catch the small smile Vince gave Robbin, quick and 
pretty damn suggestive. Not the sort of "These crazy kids!" smile that would've put out certain inklings in 
Blackie's mind, especially when Robbin raised his dark eyebrows into his blond bangs as he returned an equally 


small grin. 
"Now, now, no sword fighting you two!" 


More laughs. Blackie postulated humor was a good way to keep up with gorgeous, vocally good-enough 
frontmen like Vince, especially when you looked reminiscent of an actual rat. Well, humor and a generous helping 


of curly fringe over your face. Almost enough to not see an anxious glance in Robbin's direction 


What kind of freaky, trapezoidal web did these fags have here? 

"Right." Nikki snorted, throwing back some more Jack Daniels. By the end of the night he, like so many of those 
filling the mansion, would be sloshed out their right minds and RTB would discretely lock down any and 
everything to avoid lawsuits or just bad word of mouth in general. Blackie didn't mind networking, but he really 
preferred to drink in his own home so that if he did get drunk-rare, anyway- he wouldn't but trapped with 


these garish decorations and these mannequins 
"What, Sixx, scared you'd lose?" With nothing more to do, harassing Sixx was the closest Blackie would come to 
entertainment, since he'd already fucked all the pretty people within the vicinity. Of course he fed right into it 


with an indignant snarl working up along his strong jaw. 


"To you? Not a chance, Lawless. I'd put you to shame." 


"Oh, sure. That's the first thing bitches talk about when they gush about ol Nikki Sixx. And about his original 
lyrics and bass playing skills, eh?" 


Nikki's paleness flushed with suppressed rage, his form hilariously stiffening as the group looked on in a 


mixture of exasperation and trepidation. 
"What the fuck you mean, original lyrics? | write all that shit all by myself!" 


A temper tantrum, now with Vince piping in with a huff. "Bulllshit Nikki. We all helped to write those songs." 


Nikki broke his glare from Blackie to give Vince the coolest, most detached leer he'd seen yet. Like Vince wasn't 
a man like himself, but a thing, a pet. 


"Adding one or two words doesn't make your input worth shit” 


Blackie saw Robbin bristle noticeably before knocking back the rest of his drink, and knew this was his chance 
to get in good with Vince without competition 


"Get off his back, Sixx. We all know Lizzie wrote Public Enemy +l, but there's nothing bout it on the LPs I've 


seen.” 


Vince looked up at him, carefully, as Nikki's tantrum intensified, the suppressed rage spilling out in a series of 


calculated but entirely showing insults. 


"Who the fuck do you think you are, motherfucker? At least | got my shit together; you haven't even released 
an album you shit stain! I'm on my second one, so the last asshole that needs to be telling me shit is YOU! 

And | don't give a rat's ass about that lame nobody and no one else does either!" 

A clatter filled the room, all eyes turning towards the commotion between a waitress walking about serving 


hors d'oeurves and of course none other than Lizzie Grey. 


"Whoopsss!" Lizzie slurred from the carpet, grinning suddenly as he made a grab for the girl's flouncy skirt. 
She swatted at him but, to no avail, he managed to latch on and drag the garment almost clear off for an 


impromptu strip show- much to the delighted catcalls of male bystanders. 


A solid kick to his face with her high heel set Lizzie straight on his back, grabbing his face with a groan as 


the girl scurried away and the room burst into laughter at Lizzie's buffoonery. 


"What a loser." Nikki scoffed , taking another swig of Jack Daniels as attention dwindled from the mess lying 
prostrate on the carpet. Blackie was debating whether to give him a kick himself when he saw Nikki give Vince's 
ass a swat in his peripheral vision. "Go get me some Stoli. | don't think this'll last me the night." 


Vince set his lips in a sturdy scowl and brown eyes in a singular glare at Nikki, only to be met with an amused 


smirk. 

"Get it yourself, douchelord 

"Matter of fact, why don't you get drinks for all of us! Robbin you look a little dry there in particular!" 

Oh God. Was Blackie really guest starring in a soap opera, some Dynasty shit right now? Though he didn't mind 
hot bitches catfighting. He'd put money on Vince. He definitely looked like the sort of scrapper Compton would 


produce. 


"im fine, Nikki." 


"No no! It would be Vinnie's pleasure to help you out, bro! You too, Blackie.” 


Nikki directly confronted Blackie with a solid, conniving stare, that little smirk writhing wider as his opponent 
narrowed his own light eyes. He had never felt the need to hide his desire to, bluntly, give Vince a good dicking 
around Nikki and this passive aggressiveness was a direct consequence. Nikki wasn't drunk enough to stimulate 
fist to fist confrontation, but he was always prime to mess with people's heads. 


"Nah. | can get my own booze. Can buy my own too without making pussy foot the bill." As intended Nikki's 
smirk faltered at the jab while Stephen and Robbin exchanged glances, perhaps also realizing the absurdity of 


this soap opera mess. All over some dick and ass. 


"Now, if you'll excuse me," Blackie cast a final glance at Vince, whose stare was on the ice melting in his glass 
with a mixture of disgust and indignation, before departing that awful debacle to go collect another one. 


Lizzie was slowly rising on his arms when Blackie arrived and folded his arms over his chest. Back to square 


one. 
"Get the fuck up and come clean yourself off 


Lizzie raised his bleary gaze from the carpet to Blackie's boots, perhaps afraid to go much farther for fear of 
the look of utter disgust on Blackie's face. Perhaps because if he looked any harder he was sure he would blow 
chunks over a pretty nice looking burgundy carpet. 


‘Im fine. Go ogle Neil some more. The whole room can see you and Sixx falling all over yourselves." 


Blackie watched Lizzie struggle a bit more, flat faced, until he impatiently grabbed a sort of flabby arm to 
hoist him up on his feet. 


"Jealousy is a bad look, kid. Let's go." 


"Jealous?!" Lizzie sputtered, stumbling after Blackie as he weaved through throngs of watchers and mutterers 
and drunks. "I ain't jealous of that brat! Ya give a kid a bottle of peroxide and he thinks he king of shit. Big 


whoop, who carrrrres!" 


Blackie strode down the hall, a space filled with making out and illegal drugs like some sort of Valley party, and 
counted three doors down to the bathroom. To match the rest of the porn house, it was filled with mirrors, 
black tile, stainless steel and tub that fit two girls in the midst of a liplock and a scraggly man nodding off in 


the correr. 


No one in the group notice Blackie and Lizzie's presence, so while Lizzie grabbed a monogramed towel to wipe at 
his metallic collared shirt, oh-so artfully tied at the waist, Blackie leaned in the corner and watched the show. 
Sloppy but free nonetheless. 


"You're a piece of work Lawless." 

"Hm?" Blackie growled, thinking he was going to have the nerve to scold him for watching. How could he not, 
with the blond moving from the brunette's neck to submerging her head in the water to cause a wide smile to 
bloom across the brunette's face? 


"Why are you even in here? Why didn't you just leave me on the patio where you found me?" 


A quick glance in Lizzie's general direction registered too much of that pitiful puupy look to garner any more 


eye contact than that, so Blackie settled his gaze back on the girls with a shrug. 
"I get off on other people's suffering, if you couldn't tell already." 


He missed the way Lizzie's eyes narrowed with a dim new understanding of things as the blond came back up, 


coughing and nowhere near help with the brunette asking if she needed the Heimlich Maneuver. 

If you were getting at anything sentimental, I'll have to remind you that l'm a soulless devil-worshipper.” 
Blackie chuckled at his own joke as he stood again, but forgot that Lizzie was drunk and stupid. 
"W..What?" 


He sighed and shook his head, walking out just before the women noticed the door shut and the man fell face 
first into the water. 


"Wait, Blackie...Blackie dude you don't really worship the devil, do you?" 

Blackie was searching for that son of a bitch Chris Holmes and the dame he disappeared with to fuck and didn't 
really need help, especially not Grey's sort of sloppy drunk help. After a few paces he stopped and half-turned, 
knowing he'd needed verbal reinforcement of his exasperated expression for Lizzie to get a hint and buzz off. 


"Yes, | do. And if you keep following me, I'll have to disembowel you and feed your intestines to the Dark Lord." 


That stopped him right in his tracks, complete with a hand flying to cradle his head marked with a confused 


scowl. 

"Shit, that's grody man." 

Blackie shrugged and tried a random door. No Chris. A few tries later he was extremely tempted to bail, 
considering Chris had probably already left himself and was going down on the girl at his apartment or a 


dumpster or wherever. 


"Ah, fuck this." Blackie sneered at the last room, most likely a library given the books, comfortable looking easy 


chair, reading lamps and roaring fire. Hell, he'd like to have a place like this in his place, to have somewhere to 
put his books besides some rickety woodshop project shelf he bought at a swap meet. Maybe a problem to 
solve once he was home and rested up a bit from this disaster of a night. 


"Whoooaaaaa sweet digs!" Lizzie stumbled right in past Blackie, somehow with another beer in hand. Did this 
fucking lush have hands with a gravitational pull for the nearest booze bottle? Nevermind, it was time to split 
and he'd rather not take the blame for babysitting the loser who vomited all over RTB's private collection of 
literature. 


"Come along, Elizabeth." Blackie merely smirked at Lizzie's unfocused glare. "At least pass out in the hall.” 


"No fuck you Blackie." He tittered in the middle of the room, taking another deep gulp of alcohol he had no 


business consuming. "You're just being nice for..myyyyy liver!" 


The glare moved into befuddlement as Blackie's laugh bounced about in the small room. How were there 


suddenly two..three of him standing by the doorway? Could Satan help people clone? 


"I didn't know | was being anything close to nice, but yes. This is all for your diseased, most-likely-useless-by- 


now liver." 


Lizzie blinked a few times slowly, then began drag his feet towards the door as he rubbed his eyes with the 
back of his hand. Good, excellent. As son as he could shut the door, Blackie was getting the fuck outta here so 
he could become someone else's grating problem. Grating, stinking of cheap beer problem when he finally 
stopped, but in front of Blackie instead of outside the room. His blue eyes narrowed suspiciously as Lizzie's met 
them, not entirely there but very there simultaneously. Then, in a moment of avoiding awkward, he 


encountered more awkward just in a glance, then incredulous stare. 

"Why the fuck do you have a boner Lizzie. 

His eyebrows raised-"Hmmmm?"-before he also saw the atrocity and had the nerve to grin about it 
"Impressed? Blondie probably has a pussy, but | have a big, long, thick dick, huh?" 


The bottle dropped on the floor and rolled into the hall as he grabbed his spandex-covered crotch, moving his 
dick to and fro to Blackie's disgusted horror. 


‘I'm actually impressed you can get hard about absolutely nothing." 


Even in all his years on the Strip and in the biz, weirdness like this and what followed always caught him off 
guard. For fucks sake he could be at home playing Lucy, his acoustic guitar. She would never be such a pest 
and absolutely never fall all over him the way this faggot was, slovenly even in what he could only piece 


together as a feeble attempt at seduction 


"Its not over nuthin’, Blackie." 
"You-" 


"You can have my liver anytime: 


Blackie was in the midst of pushing Lizzie off and away-possibly into the fireplace where he belonged-when he 
heard the sound of yelling over the shuffles of their scuffle. Like hell was someone going to find him 
unprepared with some messy bitch trying to put his paws and God knows what else all over him. That would 
be the shit cherry on top of the piss cream of this night from hell sundae. 


A lack of intelligent metaphors was a sure sign that events were about to get out of control. 
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"Fuck, someone's coming!" 
"B- " 


Blackie yanked Lizzie over to the closet and threw him in, slamming the slatted door shut behind him. Fur of a 
guest's coat brushed the back of his fringed jacket as his eyes jumped back to the openings in the wood door. 
Great, first this sack of dog shit was trying to paw all over him, and now he was in the closet- literally-with 
this fag because some nitwits wanted to come barging in. Just as he hypothesized the night could get any 


worse, a snarl ripped through the contemplation of his woes. 
"You little bitch! Just what the fuck do you think you're doing?!" 


It was Nikki, but he could only see Vince's back as he snatched his arm out of Nikki's grip at the moment. 


Another bruise, another doorway. 
"What?! What did | do wrong this time?!" 


His voice bounced between low and shrill, between rage and confusion similar to what Blackie felt watching him 
he handled so barbarically. Vince was no white-dressed virgin, but Nikki didn't need to be tossing him around 
like some rag doll. At least, not without his consent. 


"Don't act innocent you whore! | see the way you and him are looking at each other! Flirting right in front of 


me!" 

Even though he was pretty sure it wasn't him he was talking about, Blackie grinned to see Nikki so green with 
envy like the self-concious farm boy he really was. No amount of black hair dye and leather was going to fix 
the huge chip on his shoulder, and unfortunately the boulder seemed posed precariously over Vince's head. 


"Blackie, you're steppin-" 


"Shut up!" He hissed and dug his heel in the afflicted area on Lizzie's foot, satisfied enough with the whimper 
to return to his soap opera 


"No one is flirting you psychopath! And even if we were, you don't own mel | can flirt and fuck and whatever 


the fuck else with whoever | want and it ain't any of your business!" 


Nikki grit his teeth and lunged at Vince, grabbing both of his arms with nails digging into his red leather jacket. 
Blackie instinctively threw himself forward to run out and sock that motherfucker in the jaw, but remembered 


to stop himself and bade his time. 

"Who the fuck do you think you're talking to, huh?" 

Vince winced at the grip and snarl, but defiantly shoved him back. 

"You, you dickweed! Keep your paws off me!" 

There was a brief shoving match until Nikki finally lost his temper and slapped Vince across the face. Still 
leaning forward from his push, Vince was off balance enough to topple over, face barely missing the brick of 
the fireplace's hearth. 

Blackie moved forward again to barge out the closet and beat Nikki's ass. A kid puts on some weight and black 
leather and he suddenly thinks he's hot shit, asserting this false supremacy over people in his perimeter. 
Blackie saw the flash of terror on Vince's face before it become florid with blind rage and hoped he could 
restrain himself long enough to let Vince take care of himself. He loved scrappers that didn't take shit, 
especially from someone whose last name was a fucking number. 


"Blaaackie. Can we get out of here?" 


He glanced down at Lizzie huddled in the corner, disgruntled expression looking like all that booze had finally 
caught up with him. Dumbass. 


"As long as you don't hurl, we ain't going anywhere." 

He ignored Lizzie's groan to look back and see he had missed something because Vince was up again and Nikki 
had stumbled back and gripped a red velvet chair for balance. There was blood on his strong chin but Blackie 
wasn't sure if it was Vince's or his. 

"You little cunt-" 

"Touch me again and I'll break your nose to go with your busted lip!" 

This was the stare-off, both men breathing heavily and glaring at the other. The hatred in Vince's brown eyes 
was outrageous and intoxicating, like a fallen angel archetype in heavy metal dressing. He didn't understand how 
Nikki could stand to just look at all that and not immediately pounce on him, let alone abuse him so grotesquely. 
Lizzie watched, bleary-eyed, Blackie start to stroke himself through his white jeans and thought the chuckling 


was coming from him. 


Vince hesitated at the laughter, glaring with renewed intensity. 


"What the fuck is so funny?!" 


"Nothing." Nikki eased into the chair, only the top of his coif and his legs visible from the closet. There was a 


metallic clicking noise as Vince's glare widened. 
‘lm done scolding you, but you should know how cute you look now, all huffy and flustered” 
Blackie grunted quietly, undoing his own pants as Vince put his hands on his slim hips. 


"Put your dick up, asshole," Blackie hesitated, "I'm done fighting you every damn day. We're about to make it 
big and l'm done dicking you." 


The silence of the flickering fire began to weave with a particular wet sound. Immediately Vince turned away, 


gaze hitting the carpet and a grimace mucking up his mask of disgust. 
"You fucking pervert. | can't believe you can get it up with blood all over you." 


"Blood turns me on, remember?" A sigh, the stiff rustling of the velvet as Nikki's reposed body sank into it. "I 
envy the bitches who're gonna see that firm body of yours over them. The way your back arches when you 


grind those hips, the redness of your lips when you've been kissing someone, your lilting moans." 


Vince still refused to meet Nikki's gaze, if it was even there anymore, staring intently at the carpet with his 
arms still akimbo and boots still debating departure. Blackie had to purse his lips to keep his breathing quiet 
and steady during strokes, careful not to go above the sparse sounds Nikki made as he too touched himself. 


"Nikki-" 

"So? If you're done, leave. You just standing there-" A grunt, another shift. 

"Christ it makes this worse. You make me so horny, Vin" 

Vin. Blackie paused, breathing shallow as he looked from the slot to the darkess where his hand was, sticky. 
That sounded so close. Vince's glower even softened a bit at the nickname, like a thorn pried from his paw. The 
admiration probably exacerbated his narcissism as well 

"| don't want to fuck. But | guess there are other things." 

Blackie doubted he could take "other things" cooped up in this closet by the way Vince titled his head a bit in 
relinquishment to the shit-eating grin he was sure Nikki had. He always had it when his insufferable personality 


got him something particularly good, like Vince slinking over and placing one knee between his legs while his 


hands held he back of the chair. Power play, encouraged by Nikki's grunt. 


"You must mean teasing the shit out of me." 


A smile flickered on Vince's face before it disappeared behind the seat, maybe to Nikki's neck or ear or 
somewhere else Blackie felt throbbing with rushes of blood with no lips to soothe it. 


He glanced down at Lizzie, head back against the wood of the closet and breathing too quiet for such a 


boisterous wart, eyes closed or close to closed interminably. 
"Lower." 


Vince pulled back, flipping blond over is shoulder to look at Sixx again Blackie hated seeing that little smile on his 
pink lips. Not like the secretive one he gave Robbin earlier, but more raunchy and damn near nasty when it 


broadened into a bit-o-teeth-baring grin. Again his head disappeared behind the chair, lower. 


"Fuck" Blackie almost didn't care if he was being too loud, especially since the ensuing noises could easily 
overpower a measly moan like his. By the sound of the suction Vince was merely getting warmed up, ready to 
make the last-maybe not-time they'd be together as such count. They were slow, thoughtful slurps at first, 
winding Nikki up as he shifted in the chair. 


Blackie shut his eyes and pictured the way hose plush lips must look on a dick, the rounded tip of his nose 
grazing his coarse dark pubic hair with every downstroke, tongue circling beneath the head and over the slit, 


much better than any fingers could. 


Still, he tried, conjuring fantasies as he best knew how since he wanted Sixx to be no part of it. He was decked 
out in black and leather, just like now, prowling the streets for a fight or fuck. He'd find both in Vince, white 
hot teased head to boot toe, eyes wild and on edge of pain and pleasure. Blackie would give him both, marking 
his pretty tan toned body with a multitude of toys until Vince, by now definitely flushed and maybe weeping a 


bit, proclaimed him the victor, his master, His. 


Opening his eyes he felt an unfamiliar pleasant sensation where his familiar hand had been, replaced by wet, 
sloppy heat. Lizzie had resurrected from the depths of drunkenness long enough to put his mouth on Blackie's 
dick | felt fine, but then again it was Lizzie. Little troll, nothing close to a seraph like Vince. Still, he could be 
just as rough, grabbing Lizzie waves to pull him down along his cock harder, faster. Obediently Lizzie opened his 
mouth wider and held Blackie's hip for balance, considering they barely had room to turn around in this 


compartment. 

A grunt foreign to their space snapped Blackie's attention back to the room, where Vince pulled back again on 
his knees. Blackie's felt weak as he watched Vince lick his full bottom lip of Nikki's jizz, a hand extending to 
touch the side of his cheek and some blond tendrils. 

"Good boy." Balckie pet Lizzie as he persisted, albeit haphazardly. "Are you sure that's all you wanted?" 


Quiet, then a mutter. 


"What? Speak up, bitch." 
Abruptly, "Fuck me, Nikki." 


Blackie leaned against the side of the enclosure, finally getting a glimpse of some of Nikki's face, but only the 
profile. His bangs obscured his eyes, but he was sure of the demented sadism in them. Because they were so 
similar, and because that's how Blackie got when pretty sluts like Vince started to beg. 


"But where, Vinnie?" Nikki pondered aloud, tracing the studs on Vince's dog collar. "There's no bed, and you'd 
hate this chair. It's rather uncomfortable." 


Vince leaned forward, running his hands up Nikki's thick, leather-clad thighs and tilted his head back just so to 


look into his green gaze. Into Blackie's blue gaze. 


"| don't care if we do it on this floor or in that closet." Blackie froze, grip tightening on Lizzie's hair. Thankfully 


Vince talked over his whimper. "| just want your cock inside me." 


"But Vince, you said you weren't dicking me anymore." Here it goes, and Vince, Blackie, Nikki all knew it. "Besides, 
I'm a dickweed, a pervert, right? You have pussy to screw, dontcha? Pussy of girls who look better than a 
troll like me, huh?" 


"Yea but-" 
"But?" 


Nikki had pulled Vince up then back by the collar, so that he had to support himself on his arms as, 


effortlessly, Nikki transitioned from sitting with a lean forward to on his knees over Vince crotch to chest. 


He muttered something imperceptible, but nevertheless Nikki's face broke into a shit-eating grin that mad 
Blackie's blood boil with envy. There he was, about to claim that gorgeous creature, while Blackie was stuck in a 
fucking closet with a fucking drunk who could barely suck a dick. The way he leaned into Vince, moved back 
enough for their crotches to rub together, the bottom body twisting his head away from Nikki and towards 
the floor, lips pursed and shame tangible. Nikki went in for a kiss again, his time catching the side of full, 
parted lips. 


"Nik." 


Breathless. Powerless to Nikki's touch, his gaze as Nikki roughly pulled his chin back to face him. This was their 
game, all leading up and beyond the first of many kisses, Nikki almost always the one to pounce first. And how 
Vince instantly melted, almost as if made pliable by the fire illuminating them and Nikki's insistent and strategic 
grabbing. This vulnerability.. 


"Blackie?" 


He was abruptly forced to remember he wasn't out there, on top of Vince, or even watching Nikki on top of 
Vince in the comfort of that wide open room. He was cooped up in a fucking closet with fucking Lizzie Grey, 
who had his brow furrowed like Blackie was actually supposed to give a shit about who was blowing him. He 


deigned an irritated glance down at him. 
"What." 


An completely unnecessary rush of heat indicated he was blushing down there, still holding his cock | his 


grubby little hand. 
"You didn't cum so do you wanna fuck or something?" 


It took everything in Blackie's being not to laugh out loud then and there, square in Lizzie's face. Of course he 


wanted to fuck, but definitely not Lizzie. 

"Lizzie. How in the nine hells are we going to do that in this fucking closet. You brain defected imbecile." 

Heat in a sudden exhale hinted at another blush of embarrassment and persistent inebriation. 

"Maybe lay down? | mean me. You crouch maybe yeah?" 

Blackie's comeback was interrupted by a loud swear, found to be Vince. His face was corkscrewed into a 
grimace against the red carpet, bleached blond splayed on his tan cheeks until Nikki pushed the hair back 
behind his ear. Ah, so this is ho Nikki did it: alternate hard and soft, rough and gentle, backhands and caresses. 
This, and the brutal fucking that followed him roughly shoving into Vince. Nikki's pounding reminded him of 
himself a bit, the way he looked straight at his prey and expressed everything, anything with his thrusts and 
the occasional grunt. Always a smirk 

Blackie had no choice but to upstage them. 

"Take off your boots and lean against the wall, facing it. 

Hurriedly Lizzie threw off his boots, legs and arms everywhere as Blackie stood to the side with leather-clad 
arms folded, watching Lizzie and listening to Vince's moans. True to Nikki's description, they had a sweet, raw 
melody alternating between loudness and repression behind pursed lips. Lizzie was done by the time he took 
another glance out, just in time to see an arched back and fingers running up to Nikki's chain necklace-the Sid 
Vicious wannabe-to force another kiss. 


"Mmmm like thisss?" 


Lizzie had his forarms vertical at his sides on the wall, hands loose and pressed to the cold wood along with 


his hot cheek and mess of black locks. He stuck his flat ass out a bit, provoking a chuckle from Blackie at the 
absurdity of it all. Watching his most desired piece of ass getting screwed up the ass from a pain in the ass 
asshole while he gets a dumbass's ass to screw. Wonderful. Awful. 


"Bl-a-ckie looooook..” 


He clumsily yanked down his striped pants and even in the dark closet Blackie was almost blinded by his pale 
cheeks. Then again, he was still hard and needed to get off, no matter the shade or fullness of the derriére to 
be plowed. 


"Nikki! You're going to leave more fucking marks! P-Please..." 


If Blackie wasn't skeptical about and at times outright denying the existence of God he would pray to Him to 
strike Nikki dead and make it possible for him to jump right in where he left off plowing Vince without the 
succession of events being too outlandish. Instead Blackie suppressed a shallow sigh of frustration and grabbed 
Lizzie roughly by the hair, leaning close to his ear. 


"Don't talk." 


He had quite a bit of track to cover before they could catch up to the yelps Vince was making. None of that 
slow, intermediate bullshit. Blackie immediately shoved his entire length inside Lizzie-no lube, no spit, no nothin'- 
and paid for it with a prompt, animalistic yowl. No time to check for response and any less time to give a 
thought to the jangle of his belt buckle, Blackie began rutting in and out of Lizzie's tightness quickly and 


successively. 

"Bl-" 

A yank of wavy black hair squelched the attempted syllable and shoved into its place a harried cry. 

"The fuck did | just say, whore?" 

"Oh my..oh my god." 

During the sprint from the starting line, Nikki had reconfigured Vince to laying on his side, one leg stray for 
support while he held the other up in the crook of the arm not striking the ass he was fucking with a leather 
belt. Sometimes the silver buckle caught skin and created whimpers too shrill not to excite Blackie, translating 
to faster and harder thrusts into Lizzie, whose eyes were squeezed shut and lips pursed to hold back at least 


some of an odd, constant whine stuck within his throat. 


Nikki was literally licking his chops, eyes wild and hand coming down with the leather harder and harder with 
each thrust. 


"You like this, bitch? Did Robbin spank this little ass of yours, huh? Did he fuck ya until your pussy was raw 


and bleeding, just like you like it? Huh?" 


Vince made no attempt to hide his moaning and screaming and panting, foregoing burying his face in the carpet 
for exposing himself like a nerve, flushed and blond falling away from and on his flushed, wet face. Sometimes a 
swat would provoke some gritting of teeth or biting an already abused bottom lip, but in general it was the 


noise a good dicking was made of. 


Which is why Blackie was plenty satisfied with his progress, because in moments of Vince's lowered silence, 
Lizzie would draw Nikki's attention up and away from the gorgeous body he was devouring and about the room, 
light eyes bouncing to every corner and every inch between looking for the root of the distraction. He knew as 


soon the root permitted a "Blackie!" to slip out the slats of the closet door and into his ears. 
Immediately the eyes hit the bureau, brow furrowed and his mouth a bit agape. 
Yup, thats right you son of a bitch 


His mouth clenched and eyes darkened as he turned attention back to Vince, hitting his ass the hardest yet for 
the loudest shriek yet. 


Then, he stopped and withdrew from Vince. Blackie took in how outrageously dick-throbbingly good Vince looked, 
perspiring, on his stomach, body twisted, cock hard and still catching his breath as Nikki stood and yanked 
Vince's arms behind his back. Blackie's ruts came slower as he watched Nikki wrap the leather around his 
wrists, pulling it taut until Vince groaned and glanced at Nikki over his shoulder, not an ounce of shock or fear 


as perceptible as the excitement shining in his brown eyes. 

"All right, lIl leave you alone Vince." 

Blackie now took his time with each thrust, making sure to grind and go as far as possible to transform 
Lizzie's previous frantic screaming into slow moans and sighs of his name. He strained to hear every bit of 


this, especially with Vince's own eyes widening as Nikki strode over to the tools by the fireplace. 


"You can have all the pussy, tits and ass you want. | don't give a fuck. | have a hunch out next album is going 
to catapult us into the big time. Rolling Stones, Aerosmith status. Well, an Aerosmith with a dark, sexier edge..." 


As Nikki got off on his long-winded speech, Lizzie got off all over the wood of the closet, moan suppressed by 
Blackie's leather glove. Blackie persisted his fucking. 


"We'll all get a lot more. More girls, more money, more dope." 


He turned his wrist and the poker to and fro, nestling it a bit deeper in the wood so that a few orange embers 
were thrown into grey ashes and some onto the plush burgundy carpet by his boots. 


"Nik" So weak, fragile to the point of a chuckle from Blackie. "Nik please..| want more of you..Just you...” 


Nikki smiled down at him. Not a smirk, not a grin; a real, edge to edge smile. 
"Not Robbin?" 

A meek shake of gold-gleaming blond. 

"Not Beth?" 

Another shake. 

"Not even Blackie Lawless?" 


A pause, cum leaking down Lizzie's thighs, another slow shake. 
"No." 


The smile stuck, showed a bit of teeth as Nikki pulled out the fire poker. It gave a lambent orange glow shortly 
after withdrawal. Lizzie, crumbled and sated against the side of the dresser, moved his head down and eyes 


over his metallic shoulder. Blackie was zipping up his jeans, gaze far from him and the moment they just had. 


"Well, I'm sorry but | still have to do this. Just in case you stray and forget again" 
Distinctly, suddenly, a sob. "Please Nik." 


That's why fantasies were fantasies. Blackie could dream up any wet dream he wanted about Vince. Tan, blond, 
slight, bright blond hair, California perfect, fucking on the beach or on his black satin sheets. The only girl like 
that that came to his shows was Pam, and she had really become more of a coworker than a lay. Vince was 
ass Blackie had wanted since Motley's inception and rotation around the Strip, but he was late. Way too late. He 
wasn't sure if it happened instantaneously when they first met, as introduced by gangly Tommy Lee, or if it 
happened slowly, over time, perhaps flirtation on stage had manifested into a hot fuck backstage. A hot fuck 
became some light stuff, maybe tying him up with a bandanna or using the handcuffs across his hips for 


something other than an accessory. 


How was he to compete with history and a fucking brand? Vince buried his face into the carpet to repress his 
scream, but it was piercing nonetheless and tempered with more sobs as Nikki pulled the iron away, repeating 
the motion twice more. Blackie had a hunch about the mark Nikki had made, and doubted any of the girls to 
follow would have as good a guess as he did, watching it all happen in Roy Thomas Baker's library from a 


closet. 


The party simmered down at an early 4 AM. and Blackie finally found a trashed Chris pissing in the garden, 
laughing and making gun noises as he sprayed his urine all over some pretty and expensive looking flowers. In 
the throngs of partygoers draining the residence, someone's hand reached out and grabbed Blackie's shoulder 
on their way down the driveway. Leather on leather. 


"Hey man, can we talk a sec?" 


Blackie turned on the heel of his boot, leveling a smug gaze on Nikki Sixx in the darkness sparsely illuminated by 
lights from the mansion a few stray houselights along the street. It must've cooled to around the 50s because 


Nikki's breath was visible even when he wasn't exhaling-equally smug- cigarette smoke. 
"Sure. What's up, ol buddy-" 


"Cut the crap, Lawless. You were in there and you saw everything. Sorry | can't say the same for myself” A 
quick orange glow shone on his jaw and leather jacket, more smoke hitting Blackie straight in the face. 
"Regardless of what bitch you were fucking, | hope you understand now that just as we can't be in the same 
band, we also can't fuck the same pussy.” 


Chris was well out of earshot with a blond in a tight red dress and God knows where the rest of the Crue 
was. They were alone, a tall dark-haired, light-eyed, leather-clad pair on a cold night in the hills. Both knew 
neither of them belonged somewhere so upper class and both knew both of them had muscled their way here 
anyway based on hard work and a perhaps a bit of black magic. Even if one got on the other's nerves, there 
was a mutual respect between the pair that made tonight less weird and more of another emphasis on the 
dynamic of that respect. Blackie wouldn't tell anyone about the brand on Vince's ass and Nikki wouldn't tell 


anyone that Blackie had watched him put a brand on Vince's ass while fucking someone in the room's closet. 
Perhaps a scene would suffice for someone else tired of Nikki's act, but Blackie simply smirked and nodded. 


"Sure thing, | like people to keep their hands off what's mine, so of course you're entitled to feel the same. | 


understand completely.” 


Nikki nodded as well, finishing the cigarette and tossing it beneath his boot. He extended a hand as a gust of 
wind tossed black bangs from his eyes, straight and unmoving on Blackie. 


"Good. No hard feelings." 


They shook, the Doom Brotherhood and Gladiators bond reaffirmed. Vince and Tommy finally found the two and 
the group briefly exchanged pleasantries and jokes in their own raucous way. Tommy playfully shoved Blackie 
and demanded a rematch on the bet he lost 200 bucks on, receiving a laughing but demure decline from the 
original trickster. Vince had heard about Blackie's one night stand and asked who the lucky broad was. Blackie 
laughed again and defiantly shook his head under a blitz of questions until Nikki told Vince, then Tommy to lay 
off. There was humor to the command this time, the soft moment to be juxtaposed with a hard moment later 


in the night as they stumbled to their cars in that characteristic Motley Crue drunken fashion 
What was it like to have a bitch, one that's truly yours and no one else's, for more than a night? 


He extracted a paper from his pocket with some sloppily scrawled numbers on it. 


| dont have a phone or anything lke that right now, but Im at this guy Freds place all the time. Or you can see 
me around the Strip or whatever, right? HI definitely be looking for you.. 


He smirked a bit at what he would've previously, maybe just yesterday, crumbled and stepped on with his 
boot, instead sticking it in the pocket of his leather jacket. 


Perhaps next time, at the next party. 


